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A number of these poems were presented some years 
ago, in manuscript, to Miss Davidson, an old lady who 
tenderly nursed my wife during a long illness, which 
terminated in death, with the following introductory 
lines : — 

As rocks, deep buried, do not make 
A ripple on the placid lake. 
While pebbles near the surface seem 
To stir the bosom of the stream ; 
So in some natures thoughts may rest 
Deep in the heart, though unexpressed. 
That would in others find at once, 
In rapid flow, an utterance : 
Be — gentle lady — this my plea. 
In lack of fervid thanks to thee, 
For kindnesses to me and mine, 
Like " pouring in of oil and wine," 
And take this little gift, in token 
Of gratitude so long unspoken. 
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Oh ! it is woman's part to ease 

The aching joints and " feeble knees," 

To smooth, as on a couch of down, 

The " hands that helplessly hang down," 

And cheer by kindly word and deed 

The drooping heart in hour of need : 

Thus to my stricken, loving wife, 

The stay and solace of my life, 

So natural thy daily cares. 

Falling like dew-drops unawares, 

Nor seeming that you understood 

The luxury of doing good. 

And eke with gentle tact to me. 

Compassionate and womanly. 

By little deeds, in thought and plan. 

Wrought out as only woman can, 

Making my home such comfort wear 

As made my lot less hard to bear : 

Thus has my heart oft found relief 

From burden of a heavy grief. 

And gladly owned thy magic wand. 

And blessed thy willing heart and hand. 



Would that the poet's gift were mine 
That breathes and bums in every line. 
These scraps, conceived from youth to age, 
Now chiefly culled from memory's page, 
Had been a tribute fit to give. 
And in the after years to live ; 
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Such as they are, and wholly mine, 
I offer, grateful, at thy shrine. 
Though they may lack the witching art 
To charm the ear or touch the heart ; 
And should I now have struck the lyre 
With impress of poetic fire, 
As workman's hammer strikes the ore 
That never saw the light before ; 
If you conserve its fleeting breath, 
And save it from an early death, 
'Twill be one kindness more to me 
For which I shall your debtor be : 
Thejgratitude will still be mine, 
The impulse — inspiration — thine. 
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5uventle iDerses* 

How sweet the placid smile that decks 

The blooming cheek of youth, 
It tells the dawning mind is stored 

With innocence and truth ; 
As azure tints that streak the sky 

Before the sunbeam's ray 
Presage to man a cheerful sign, 

A fair and cloudless day. 

How lovely is the pearly drop 

That hangs on beauty's eye, 
The tribute of a feeling heart, 

A tear of sympathy ; 
'Tis like the drop of dew that wets 

(In April's hazy mom) 
The snowdrop's timid bud that peeps 

From 'neath the spreading thorn. 
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How gentle is the rising sigh 

That first the bosom moves, 
And whispers to the maiden's heart 

The secret — that she loves ! 
Tis like the balmy breeze that swells 

In summer's dawning day, 
That sweeps the dewdrops from the flowers^ 

And bears their sweets away. 




VERSES WRITTEN UNDER A PAINTING OP A HAREBELL. 7 

IDerses wrttten un5er a patntfno of a 

Ibarebellt 

IN AN ALBUM BELONGING TO A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG LADY 
OF A ROMANTIC TURN OF MIND. 

The rich luxuriant rose may bloom 

In flower-pot or parterre, 
And shed its fragrant sweet perfume 

To scent the neighbouring air ; 
But to my fancy, lovelier still, 
Wild, blooming on some Highland hill, 

Unreared by toil or care, 
Or in some deep sequestered dell, 

The modest, lovely, sweet Harebell 

In southern halls, or eastern bowers. 

Adorned with modern grace. 
We see disclosed, like garden flowers. 

Fair woman's form and face ; 
But there such loveliness ne'er smiled 
As 'midst old Scotland's mountains wild, 

In some romantic place, 
'Mong woods and lochs, she there did dwell. 

An emblem of the sweet Harebell. 

I think I see her climb the side 

Of some heath-crested hill. 
Or in a boat, like fairy, glide 

O'er waters smooth and still ; 
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The scene, romantic as her mind, 
Now by a waterfall reclined 
On some meandering rill. 
Ah ! which is lovelier — who can tell- 
She, or the lovely sweet Harebell 1 




TO M. W. M. 



Uo A« M« An 

ON BEING PERMITTED TO VISIT HER AS " A FRIEND.' 

" A FRIEND " — IVe often looked upon the name 
As linked with all my fancy held most dear — 

As one, in joy or sorrow, still the same — 
Confiding, constant, ardent, and sincere ; 

The last of all who would one's folly blame, 
The first in toil or danger to be near ; 

The sweetest solace to the wounded mind, 

When all the world besides has proved unkind. 

** A friend " — when adverse clouds of danger lower, 
How sweet for her to breathe the fervent prayer. 

And sweeter still, in fortune's favouring hour, 
Her secret happiness to know — to share ; 

But, oh ! the name of " friend " has lost the power 
To wake my sympathy or soothe my care ; 

There is a pang the heart must still endure, 

Which friendship's voice can neither calm nor cure. 

Can it be always thus with those who love 1 
Or is such love peculiarly my own ] 

It is implanted in the heart above 
All other objects — love is left alone 

In full possession — nothing else can move 

Its sympathies : the heart is love's own throne. 

And not one image more can enter there 

But one enchanting form of woman fair. 
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No change of scene, no pleasure rare or new, 
E'en for a moment, can my care beguile ; 

For still I hear that voice, so full, so true. 
In gentle cadence, floating all the while. 

Still, still I see those eyes of heavenly blue ; 
I see, I feel the soft bewitching smile. 

And the expression, open, frank, and kind, 

The mirror of a pure and angel mind. 

dearest maid ! allow one feeble ray 

. Of hope to cheer this wayward heart of mine. 
This heart that once was foolish, thoughtless, gay^ 

But now in hopeless grief is doomed to pine. 
Ah ! one fond word or look would chase away 

That gloom from those sweet lips or eyes of thine^ 

1 cannot live on friendship's smiles alone ; 
" Friends " I have many — I love only one. 




TO M. W. M. : IN DESPONDENCY. II 



XLo Ob. M. as. 

IN DESPONDENCY ! 

Oh, what avails to me the varied bloom 
Of nature's fairest scene — ^the silent glade 

Where woodbines wave and wild flowers breathe perfume^. 
Where oft in fancy's wildest mood I've strayed 

By Tweed's smooth flowing waters, and pourtrayed 
In every opening bud or graceful flower 

The emblem of a dear and beauteous maid 
That gave to every charm a secret power. 
And blessed the pensive calm of twilight's witching 
hour? 

I do not grieve because the wintry air 

Has changed thy beauty to the yellow leaf, 

For in my heart the winter of despair 
Is colder far than thine, and past relief; 

The freezing pestilence of silent grief 

Steals o'er it like the sad and hollow tone 

That rustles 'mong thy withered leaves, as if 

It breathed a sigh for hope, like mine, that's flown^ 
And left my blighted heart dejected and alone. 

The winter's angry blasts will soon be o'er, 

And nature's face, which now looks sad and pale. 

In summer's sun will laugh and smile once more. 
And so wilt thou, my sweet, my native vale. 
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But, oh ! my aching heart must still bewail 

Fond cherished hopes, all withered, pale, and wan ; 

No favouring breeze to waft my pendant sail 
O'er life's tempestuous sea — I still must scan 
My mystic thread of life, a sad and lonely man. 




TO M. W. M. : IN HOPE ! 13 



Zo Ob. Wi Ob. 

IN HOPE 1 

Could I recall each hope or transient joy 
That fired my wayward fancy when a boy, 
From infancy's soft age to manhood's prime, 
Each happier moment of my fleeting time ; 
Could I divest them of each burning tear 
For blighted hopes and friends I held so dear, 
Of every anxious thought and gnawing pain, 
And had the power to live them o'er again ; 
Without a sigh, I'd give them all away 
To live one little hour of yesterday — 
A few fond moments — ah 1 a very few. 
The happiest far my bosom ever knew ; 
'Twas when my trembling fingers fondly pressed 
The yielding hand of her I love the best, 
As, side by side, we knelt before the throne 
Of God — for then I felt myself alone 
With heaven and her, and as I sighed Amen 
I blessed my stars I had not loved in vain. 
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UDlrttten in tbe album of a Kouno Xa5i? 

WITH WHOM THE AUTHOR HAD BEEN AT SCHOOL. 

At your request I lift my faltering quill, 
Although it goes by half against my will, 
A page or two of this fair book to stain. 
Because I know 'tis foolish — more, 'tis vain — 
For such a dunce in poetry as I 
With such a tempting offer to comply ; 
But framed by nature pliable and soft, 
My kind obliging temper very oft 
Runs counter to my slender common-sense : 
5o here am I, just going to commence — 
" Don't you remember 1 (if you don't I do) 
When I was at the school, and so were you ; 
I was your senior, some few years or so — 
We will not say how long it is ago — 
When learning lessons was our greatest pain. 
And books we idly thought were made in vain ; 
With eager joy we 'd throw the books away 
To spend an hour or two in childish play, 
Then your ambition was not to be dux. 
But to excel your compeers at the chucks / 
And I my precious time would misemploy, 
For arithmetic draw " the walls of Troy," 
And think my Greek and Latin nought at all 
To beating all my fellows at football 
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m 

'^ Ah 1 in those innocent and childish years 
How gay the landscape of the world appears, 
What buoyant hopes in youth's wild fancy rise, 
What radiant summer suns and azure skies, 
The way of life with fragrant roses strewed. 
The thorny paths of pain are never viewed. 
The castles that we raise we 're not aware 
Are built upon the sand or in the air ; 
Our friends are open, generous, and brave, 
Not one of them, we think, can be a knave ; 
And he or she, we may not, dare not name. 
For whom we strangely feel a softer flame. 
Can never be so cruel, so unkind. 
As break their sacred vow or change their mind ; 
All, all, indeed, on which our hopes rely. 
We think will never change — will never die. 
To you, whose path of life has haply been 
Free from the clouds of doubt, calm and serene, 
Unruffled by the pangs of gnawing care. 
All innocently pure and passing fair. 
The retrospect of happy years gone by 
May move thy gentle bosom to a sigh 
For dear departed friends, remembered yet 
With deep and sacred feelings of regret, 
But leave no trace of wretchedness behind 
To mar the peaceful tenour of your mind ; 
But I, whose youth has wayward been and wild. 
Far less of reason's than of passion's child. 
Who blindly, madly, eagerly have sought 
For gilded honours — aye, and found them not — 
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Oft sigh the burning sigh and weep the tear 
Of deep regret for hopes grown dim and sere, 
And feel upon my cheek the blush of shame 
For deeds that wound my heart and stain my name, 
And vainly think how well I would employ 
My precious time were I once more a boy. 

" But 'tis not in your nature nor in mine — 
Besides, some say 'tis sinful — to repine ; 
And, after all, this world in which we dwell 
Is mighty snug if we but use it well. 
If roses grew spontaneous in each path, 
And summer always fanned with vernal breath, 
Our joys would grow insipid, dull, and tame, 
To-day and yesterday so much the same ; 
The gloom and darkness of the silent night 
Make day's effulgence seem more warm and bright ; 
The winter, with its prospects dark and drear. 
Makes summer's sun more fair, its sky more clear ; 
So sad events our happiness that mar 
Make sweet emotions pleasanter by far ; 
Once to be poor makes competence seem wealth, 
And sickness makes us prize the glow of health ; 
And, oh ! amidst the train of hopes and fears 
That throng the memory of byegone years. 
There have been hours of bliss so sweet, so fair, 
Like verdant spots amidst the desert bare. 
Would tempt us to endure a world of pain 
To have revived, with power to live again. 
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And though remembrance tell a mournful tale 

Of life — the sea so rough, our barque so frail, 

Although experience with truth bespeak 

In monitory voice, our strength so weak ; 

Yet fancy whispers hopes as bright as spring 

In youth, when life was gay and hope was young. 



» 



" But what in all the world has this to do 
With me, my album, or aught else," say you 1 
" Ton honour, and in candid, plain confession, 
I never dreamt of making such digression ; 
I had no thought at all to moralize. 
But meant to write a sonnet on your eyes. 
That beam with such retiring modest ray. 
Like Hngering sombre hue of parting day. 
And then, anon, with lustre light and free 
As rainbow tints in sunshine on the sea : 
But having such a medley made of this, 
I'd better for the present write " Finis." 
If you have read so far, and think it rhyme, 
FU write the sonnet at some future time." 




tt?^ 
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My heart is full and sore with grief 5 

Hadst thou been human my remorse 
In groans or tears had found relief, 
My faithful horse. 

And wherefore should my heart be cold, 

Why ought I not to weep for you 1 
m ne'er again find horse so bold, 
Nor friend so true. 

Now, cease thy strong convulsive start. 
For thee the surgeon's skill is vain ; 
The whizzing ball must seek thy heart, 
And shorten pain. 

Yet oft in fancy's saddest mood 
My memory will thee recall. 
Whene'er I see thy sheet or hood. 
Or empty stall. 

Oh, would I might give vent to grief; 

I 'd rather deem it pensive joy 
To weep and mourn thy fate, as if 
I were a boy. 
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IDetses written on tbe Xast HMQbt of tbe 

Igeat 1837, 

AN UNUSUALLY INCLEMENT SEASON. 

Once more the world in its progressive flight 
Has nearly made its orbit round the sun, 

And many a festive hall will ring to-night 
With sound of noisy levity and fun ; 

And many a head will ache before 'tis done, 
And eyes from strong potations lustre borrow, 

While some who leck not, though their sand be run 
Near to the dregs of life — in secret sorrow 
Will have a taste for swipes and sober thought to-morrow. 

Ah ! foolish man, is this a time to quaff 

The cup of giddy pleasure % When the chime 

Of twelve is heard suppress the rising laugh, 
And rather let a feeling more sublime 

Steal o'er thy fancy. Mark how swiftly time 
Flits past, as 'twere a milestone on the road 

To drear eternity. What though the prime 
Of manhood fill thy veins, the grassy sod, 
Alas ! how soon, may tell thy spirit's gone to God. 

While others drown their senses deep in wine, 
Nor dream how fast the fleeting moments fly. 

Oh, let the task more rational be mine 
To cast a glance upon the year gone by. 
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I feel a sootliing, sad analogy 

With nature, clad in weeds of drifted snow, 

In every gust of wind I hear a sigh 

For spring's fresh huds and summer flowers laid low — 
A mournful requiem to my heart of unavailing woe. 

Hopes fairer than thy hlossoms, friends more dear, 
With thee are numbered with what once hath been ; 

Cold, sterile, and ungenial, closing year. 
Few cloudless days, or radiant skies serene, 

Have marked thy gloomy seasons — yet between 
Thy frowns, like gleams of sunshine after rain. 

There have been blissful hours to intervene 
Would tempt me to endure thy storms again. 
So pure, so doubly sweet is pleasure after pain. 
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Song* 

8wng at the Banquet at Floors Castle in celebration of the 
Marquis qf Botmnont^s Majority, 5th September^ 1860. 



Air—" The Btuxleuch Gathering, 



it 



Comb, stout Border yeomen, from dale and from hill. 
From Cheviot's bold crest to Tweed's sparkling rill, 
And pledge in a full flowing bumper of wine 
The health of the heir of bold Eoxburghe's line. 

In old Scottish warfare, and rough Border raids, 
The brave Kers of Cessford were tough as their blades. 
And should foe e'er attempt to invade us, I ween, 
They'll be staunch, as of yore, to their country and Queen. 
Then fill high, brother yeomen ; again I say fill. 
And pledge we the bumper with heart and with will, 
May the blood of his sires in his veins never tyne. 
Long life to the heir of bold Eoxburghe's line. 

Now Eoxburghe's Lord is no reiver for pelf, 
Now Eoxburghe's land is a garden of wealth. 
And Eoxburghe's nature is freely to give, 
And Eoxburghe's motto is, " Live and let live." 
Then fill high, brother yeomen ; fill, fill to the brim. 
Let heart leap to lip as we pledge it to him, 
And ne'er may there fail, close in kindred and kin, 
An heir to the honours of Eoxburghe's line. 
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Nor taint can be found in bold Dalbiac's ciest, 
His Nature's nobility, ever the best, 
In his bearing a soldier from head to the heel. 
His frame, as his sword, of good southern steeL 
Then fill high, gallant yeomen ; fill, fill yet again. 
To the health of the Duchess a bumper we'll drain ; , 
May all that is fair in creation be thine — 
Bright chaplet of gold in bold Koxburghe's line. 

No vassals are we, as in old Border feud, 
Mere " drawers of water and hewers of wood," 
For each man of us feels that the blame will be his 
If life be not the limit and length of his lease. 
Then fill high, brother yeomen ; again I say fill 
To the health of the Marquis with heart and with will ; 
May his virtues transcend as the boughs of the pine. 
And add to the laurels of Koxburghe's line. 

Long, long in the son may we fondly admire 
The vigour, the strength, and the worth of his sire, 
With the beauty, the candour, the glory of truth 
Which his mother instilled in his bosom of youth. 
Then fill high, brother yeomen ; once more I say fiill. 
And pledge we the bumper with heart and with will ; 
May his manhood endure as the sap of the vine. 
Long life to the heir of bold Koxburghe's line. 
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Sonfl^ 

Sung at an amateur concert in aid of the funds of the Kelso 
Volunteers shortly after the death of Prince Albert and 
the affair of " The Trent" when war with America wxw 
imminent. 

Air—" Te Mariners of England," 

Britannia mourns her Consort Prince, 

But quick must dry her tears, 
For peace and war alternate swell 

The nation's hopes and fears, 
Her flag has rudely been assailecf 
By Yankee privateers. 

And our brave British tars 
Breathe the spirit of " Mars " 
To " the stripes and the stars." 
vVliile with pride our hardy soldiers go 
To tread, knee deep, Canadian snow. 
We've a bulwark left 'gainst foreign foe — 
Our Kifle Volunteers. 

The British Lion's blood is up. 

As it hath been of yore, 
When beacon on each heath-clad hill 

Sent telegram to shore ; 

And Britain's sons, to guard her soil. 

Advanced with patriot cheers — 

" Defence " all their creed, 

Stout in heart and in deed 

In the hour of her need. 
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And should e'er the summons sound — ^as then 
Would teem from holm, and hill, and glen 
A host of brave determined men^ — 
Our Eifle Volunteers. 

Should e'er an armM host ride safe 

Across our ocean strand, 
And bear the tide of ruthless war 

Upon our native land ; 
Though blood of brothers, sires, and sons 
Draw forth the nation's tears, 
Yet with courage unbroke. 
And with front like the rock. 
We 'd encounter the shock ; 
For, hark ! with shouts the welkin rings. 
And hope springs up on radiant wings— 
" A Douglas to the rescue " brings 
The Kelso Volunteers. 

Brave Volunteers of Kelso, 

To-night your hopes run high ; 
Still " put your trust in heaven, my"^boys, 
And keep your powder dry ;" 
■ May beauty's smile aye warm your hearts. 
And pay off your arrears ; 
And in peace or in war 
May discord ne'er jar, 
Nor your brotherhood mar : 
May eye and nerve direct your aim, 
And after years behold your name 
Emblazoned on the page of fame — 
Stout Kelso Volunteers. 
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Sonfl* 

iS^iifi^ ai a concert in aid of a fund to raise a musical band for 

the Kelso Rifle Volunteers, 

AiK— " The Cork Leg:* 

^ow rifle corps are all the go, 
And yeomanry corps are voted slow, 
Militia corps are just so and so^ 
And all other corps are deuc6d low, 
While all in a glow 
Are Eifle Volunteers. 

And of all the rifle corps in the land, 
All others are but chaff and sand 
Compared with the one we've now in hand, 
That's struggling hard to raise a band. 
You all understand — 
The Kelso Volunteers. 

So smart are they in each volition, 
Supine, and prone, and Hythe position. 
It would take a most wonderful coalition 
That they could not blow to sure perdition. 
With good ammunition, 
These Kelso Volunteers. 

I could tell, if you 'd think it not a bore, 
Who at practice can make the highest score, 
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But some might feel it rather sore, 
So I shall just glance at three or four, 
Or one or two more, 

Of the Kelso Volunteers. 

There 's " Eifle Jack," a rare good fellow. 
The more so if his temper's mellow. 
With his sights of leather and prunello, 
And focus of blue, and green, and yellow. 
He 's a trump of a fellow, 
This Kelso Volunteer. 

There 's " Grentle Greorge," I must not pass. 
In prone position among the grass, 
He 's as sure as death, and as stout as brass. 
But he takes such a time to fix his glass. 
Alack and alas ! 

For this Eifle Volunteer. 

And there 's the true and staunch " Sir Colin," 
Who puts at his practice the whole of his soul in, 
His position so grand one can't use hyperbole in. 
Or conjure up verse too sublime to extol in. 
Or yet pick a hole in. 
This model Volunteer. 

And then there 's " Oor Ned," so young and so gallant, 
Wi' strong nerve and keen eye, and wi' fine native talent, 
He 's aye put " at scratch," is this wonderfu' callant, 
For show him a bull's eye and hell put a ball in 't, 
^ae cool and auldfarrant, 
This youthful Volunteer. 



SONG. 29' 

My muse has yet a lot in store 
About Forrest, and Plummer, and many more, 
All made of stuff of the purest ore, 
Simultaneously, I must just call them a score, 
As 'tis time to give o'er, 
Kind Kelso* Volunteers. 

And now, I think, we may all understand. 
When we look round this hall, that you've got your band > 
May you aye be the glory and pride of the land. 
With " the Douglas " for your strong right hand, 
The first in command. 
Brave Kelso Volunteers. 
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Send* 

^ung when presiding at a dinner in the Town HaUy Kelao, m 
celebrcUUm of the marriage of the Prinee and Princess of 
WaUs, 10th March, 186S. 

AiE— " Rule Britanma," 

Hail ! peerless Princess^ '' Eoyal Dane," 
Welcome across the azure main, 
O'er British lands, in British hearts, to reign. 
Hail, Alexandra ! hlest be thy nuptial hour, 
May truth and virtue be thy dower. 
Prince and Princess, 

Heaven bless your bridal vow, 
Be it in after years 
Pure as now. 

Fond prayers are borne from Denmark's shore, 
Kind welcomes blend, breathed o'er and o'er, 
The heart of Britain vibrates to its core. 
And British subjects, in island, cape, and sea, 
Echo the shouts of loyalty. 

Prince and Princess, &c. 

When Dane and Briton on the wave 
Their fiery broadsides took and gave, 

"Our Nelson" called them "brothers," true and brave; 

Be it prophetic, and truly understood. 
In closest bonds of brotherhood. 
Prince and Princess, &c. 
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Britannia now supremely reigns. 

And spurns the policy that deigns 
To barter blood that flows in Royal veins ; 
And now our Princes can woo with gentler art, 

And with the hand can give the heart. 
Prince and Princess, &c. 

With Albert's worth and modest mien, 
Brave Prince, e'er keep thy brow serene, 

The stay and bulwark of our gracious Queen ; 

And, gentle Princess, be thine the daughter's part 
To cheer and soothe her widowed heart. 
Prince and Princess, &c. 
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Sung at the Orand Amateur Concert of the Kelso Mechanics^ 
IngtituU, Tuesday, SSd April, 1867, 



Tune—" The Old Country Gentleman, 



» 



Time was when our mechanics had 

No aspirations high, 
When poor hard-working artisans 

Were passed, unheeded, by — 
Their solace the tobacco pipe 

And little " drops of dry," 
With literature a sealed page, 

And science dead — for why 1 

There was no Mechanics' Institute 
In honest Keko toun. 

All honour to those master minds 

Who first the work began — 
Mackenzie, Vernon, Oliver, 

They nobly led the van, 
Fipm motives of philanthropy. 

To raise their fellow-man 
Up higher in the social scale, 

And so matured the plan 

Of a great Mechanics' Institute 
In honest Kelso toun. 
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And now within their premises 

Are books of every kind — 
Mechanics, Logic, Fiction, Art, 

And History combined ; 
The papers of the day, and games 

When thus they feel inclined ; 
All that can gratify the taste. 

And elevate the mind, 

In the great Mechanics' Institute 
Of honest Kelso toun. 



And then their grand reunions, 

In the winter evenings cold, 
Where readers, lay and clerical. 

The classic page unfold ; 
And timid lady amateurs, 

In righteous cause made bold. 
Discourse sweet music's thrilling strains ; 

But half are still untold 
The triumphs of the Institute 
Of honest Kelso toun. 



All honour to their President ! 

Long may his virtues shine 1 
Who brought the freshness of his youth 

From regions near the Line, 
With India's treasures, and a heart 

That doth to give incline ; 
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And who, besides, in classic lore 
Has deeply dug the mine 
To grace the famous Institute 
Of honest Kelso toun. 

One tribute more of deep respect ; 

'Tis to a lady fair, 
Whose innate worth and loveliness 

The stamp of truth doth wear ; 
Ah ! Nature has been prodigal 

In graces rich and rare, 
And so her generous heart endows, 

With gifts beyond compare, 
The great Mechanics' Institute 
Of honest Kelso toun. 

Now, ladies all and gentlemen, 

Ijfm sure we are agreed 
To give to the Society 

That praise which is their meed ; 
To be their patrons and their friends 

Should e'er they stand in need, 
And from the bottom of our hearts, 

To warmly say, God speed ! 
The great Mechanics' Institute 
Of honest Kelso toun. 
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AN ALLEGORY. 

WRITTEN AT THB OLOSB OF THB FBANOO-GBRMAN WAR. 

(Set to music,) 

The Fleur-de-Lis bloomed firesh and f air^ 
Fanned by the breath of summer air, 
And far and wide her tendrils spread, 
Deep-rooted in luxurious bed ; 
'No adverse blasts her strength assailed, 
Nor rival charms her glory paled, 
And wondering nations flocked to see 
The beauty of the Fleur-de-Lis. 

Flowers wither without fostering care, 
Though blest with soil and sun and air. 
As noble natures run to seed 
That lack the stamp of noble deed, 
And noxious weeds gain strength and power 
To mar the man and stunt the flower ; 
Soon wasted, wan, and sad to see. 
So fared it with the Fleur-de-Lis. 

The blushing rose, in sUent grief. 
Bent low, and shed a withered leaf ; 
The verdant shamrock at the view 
In sympathy dropped tears of dew ; 
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The stalwart thistle doffed his pride 
On lofty monntain's rugged side. 
And for the " dool she had to dree " 
Had pity for the Fleur-de-Lis. 

While showers of blessing fell, as rain 
Falls on some waste and arid plain, 
The tender flower, though all but dead, 
With culture might have raised her head ; 
But impious hands* in evil hour 
Plucked from the earth both root and flower. 
And crushed the hope once more to see 
Fresh beauty in the Fleur-de-Lis. 

* The OommnnlBtB. 



•* The Fleur-de-Lis" was sent to "The Monks of St GUes '* 
ander the following circumstances. The author, on being 
elected sub-prior, was asked by the Secretary for a contri- 
bution. He wrote him asking what it meant, and received 
for answer that they expected a literary contribution (accom- 
panied by a whole quire of " monks' paper,") (Reply :— ) 
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XLo tbe Sectetarg of '*Ube /DonftB of 

St 6tle6/' 

Thanks for yer letter, kind " Pappelli," 
My brother monks are kindness' sel', aye; 
In gratitude I'm bound to tell ye 

m do my best 
In any way I can propel ye, 

An' do't wi' zest. 

Sin' first I wore a monk's attire 
I never dreamt o' risin' higher, 
And to sic honour to aspire 

I never thocht it, 
But, gude sake ! am I noo sub-prior 1 

Wha wad hae thocht it t 

I fancy that I must inherit 

Frae some dead monk wha ance did wear it 

Some little portion o* the merit 

That fired his cantle, 
E'en sae as auld Elijah's speerit 

Clung to his mantle. 

But sin* ye've gi'en me the solution 
O' what ye mean by " contribution," 
Ye mar my muse's elocution. 

And fairly kill her ; 
In fac', I thocht by contribution 

Ye wanted siller. 
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An' then o* paper ye're sae routh, 
There seems nae fear o' stuntin' growth, 
Her talent's just frae han' to mouth 

In fulish blether, 
An' somehoo she gets unco douff 

Wi' length o' tether. 

Sae findin' her in sic a plicht, 

I've something that's ne'er seen the licht^ 

Will ye accep' o't for the nicht. 

Pray, do accede it ; 
When drink an' 'bacca mak' ye bricht. 

Get up an' read it. 

It's just a kind o' senseless story 

Cooked up into an allegory, 

In " Bunyan " style, o' France's glory^ 

A final crusher ; 
I'll say nae mair, ye hae't afore ye. 

Sub-Prior Usher. 



\ 
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Song. 

MY FIRST GRANDCHILD. 

AiB, Original. 

My first grandchild — my own grandchild, 

A thing of joy thou art to me, 
Of many a care I am beguiled 

When thou art climbing on my knee ; 
The music of thy sportive glee 

Steals o'er my heart in accents mild, 
And tender chords by thee are stirred 

In memory's depths, my own grandchild. 

The vision of my childhood's years 

Comes back with all its hope and truth ; 
The shade and sunshine, smiles and tears, 

That filled the term of early youth ; 
The world still wore her face of ruth, 

And roused no passions rough and wild, 
Each generous impulse freshly glowed, 

And I was like my own grandchild. 

The perilous stage from youth to man. 

With subtler scheme and sterner strife ; 
The hour when purer love began. 

The joys of early wedded life ; 
The double bliss of child and wife. 

When as it seemed all Nature smiled. 
And made me feel a holier joy, 

Come back with thee, my own grandchild. 
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One other tale thou tellest me : 

Soon I most qnit the haunts of men, 
E'en though my term of life may be 

Th' allotted threescore years and ten ; 
Be raised to heaven, my spirit's ken 

To change, and age be reconciled ; 
In memory's shrine I shall not die, 

But live in thee, my own grandchUd. 
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Song. 

A PIPE OF TOBACCO. 
Air, OriginaL 

(dedicated to the " MONKS OP ST. gIlBS.") 

Let the toper regale in bis tankard of ale, 

Or with alcohol moisten his thrapple ; 
Only give me, I pray, a good pipe of soft clay, 

Nicely tapered and thin in the stapple, 
And I shall puflF, puff, let who will say enough, 

No luxury else I'm in lack o'; 
No malice I hoard 'gainst Queen, Prince, Duke, or Lord, 

While I pull at my pipe of tobacco. 

When I feel the hot strife of the battle of life. 

And the prospect is aught but enticin'. 
Mayhap some real ill, like a protested bill, 

Dims the sunshine that tinged the horizon ; 
Only let me puff, puff, be they ever so rough, 

All the sorrows of life I lose track o'; 
The mists disappear and the vista is clear 

With a soothing mild pipe of tobacco. 

And when joy after pain, like the sun after rain. 
Stills the waters, long turbid and troubled, 

That life's current may flow with a ruddier glow, 
And the sense of enjoyment be doubled ; 
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Oh I let me puff, puff, till I feel quantum auff,, 

Such luxury still I'm in lack o' \ 
Be joy ever so sweet, it would be incomplete 

Without a good pipe of tobacco. 

Should my recreant muse, sometimes apt to refuse 

The guidance of bit and of bridle, 
Still blankly demur, spite of whip and of spur, 

Unimpassioned, inconstant, or idle ; 
Only let me puff, puff, till the brain cries. Enough, 

Such excitement is all I'm in lack o'; 
And the poetic vein soon to fancy gives rein. 

Inspired by a pipe of tobacco. 

And when with one accord, round the jovial board, 

In friendship our bosoms are glowing ; 
When with toast and with song we the evening prolong. 

And with nectar the goblets are flowing. 
Still let us puff, puff, be life smooth, be it rough. 

Such enjoyment we're ever in lack o' ; 
The more peace and goodwill will abound as we fill 

A jolly good pipe of tobacco. 
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Songs from Scotcb proverbs. 

Music, Original. 

No. 1.— "BOO TO THE BUS' THAT BIELDS YE.*' 

Boo to the bos' that bields ye 

When bitter blasts o' fortune blaw ; 
Cling to the arm that shields ye, 

E'en though yer back be at the wa' ; 
When things are no' as they hae been, 
And censure's shafts are sharp an' keen, 
Oh, that's the time to test a freen', 
An' boo to the bus' that bields ye. 

Tak' to the blessin' kindly, 

Nor deem the motive coarse or low ; 
Pride often judges blindly, 

And checks the current at the flow ; 
Be tender ties no' rudely riven, 
What's freendly ta'en and freely given 
May mak' twa hearts mair meet for heaven, 
Sae boo to the bus' that bields ye. 

Need hae we a' o' pity 

To ease life's journey o' its load, 
In cot, or ha', or city. 

And lift the speerit nearer God ; 
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Be thine the warld's toil to bear, 
Wi' thankfu' heart, in foul or fair, 

An', livin' in the breath o' prayer, 
To boo to the bus' that bields ye. 



No. 2.— "A'S NO GOUD THAT GLITTERS." 

A*s no' gowd that glitters. 

They wha worship aye hae trowed, 

Seemin' sweets hae aft proved bitters, 
Glare the dross an' worth the gowd. 

Glib-tongued chiels, wha'd rule the nation, 

When digested aft wad mense 
Wi' an unce o' sound discretion, 

Or a grain o* common sense — 
A's no' gowd, &c. 

Leddies fair, if prood an' saucy. 
Though in silks an' gems arrayed, 

Blanch beside an artless lassie. 
Modest hood an* Hieland plaid — 
A's no' gowd, &c. 

Then awa' wi' ostentation. 

Gewgaws in bubbles end, 
Wi' the comforts o' creation 

Be content to fare an' fend— 
A's no gowd, &c. 
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No. 3.— "THERE'S NAE FREEN'S LIKE 

AULD FREEN'S." 

Therb's nae freen's like auld freen's ! 

Hoc sweet the tearfu' joy o' meetin' ; 
Ane's heart aye warms to auld freen's, 

An' music o' their kindly greetin' ; 
When hand is clasp'd in truthfu* hand, 

An' social bonds o' trust are glowin', 
The bliss to hae sic auld freen's, 

The fu' heart swells to overflowin'. 

I hae nae broo o' new freen's, 

The hasty growth o' art and fashion ; 
Gi'e me the freendship stamped in youth, 

An' welded in the glow o' passion — 
That bears the dunts an' cloors o' life, 

An' clings as close as love o' brither ; 
Oh, when we meet sic auld freen's 

We're young ag&in when we're thegither. 

Then let us cherish auld freen's, 

The aulder be they aye the dearer, 
They wear awa' like autumn leaves, 

An' mak' life's pilgrimage the searer ; 
Sae cling tae them wha yet are spared 

As blessin' frae the bounteous Giver — 
The tie that knits twa auld freen's 

May be a bond to last for ever. 
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Na 4.—" SET A STOUT HEART TO A 

STEY BRAK" 

Skt a stout heart to a stey hne. 

What though yer path o' life he rugged, • 
" Where there's a will there is a way," 

Then never gradge to tak' a tog o't ; 
A hlessdn' rests on manly toil, 

Sae to the wheel put tae yer shouther. 
An* if it threaten to recoil 

Still hand the grip an' gi'e't mair pouther. 



Set a stout heart to a stey hrae. 

Though ills confront it never fear than, 
** Kome wasna a' huilt in a day," 

They 'U look the less as ye come near them ; 
Wi' temper cool an' courage hig^ 

Success is yours gin yell believe o't ; 
If for a gown ye toughly try. 

The proverb says yeTl get a sleeve o't 

Set a stout heart to a stey brae, 

Defeat looms only in appeaxanee, 
Then do yer best, as best ye may, 

Wi' honest trust an' perseveianoe ; 
He worketh sure that worketh well ; 

Stick to yer point an' soom to bever, 
** Heaven helps the man that helps bimser," 

An' blesseth the sincere endeavour. 
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Song* 

Sung at the presentation to His Grace the Duke of Roxburghe 
of his Portrait (painted by Sir Francis Grant, P.R.S.A. f 
by the Tenantry on his Estates on 13th April, 1871, 

Music, Original 

Hail ! glorious and wonderful triumph of art, 

Well worthy a noble ambition, 
The artist's easel and brush impart 

Mightier magic than wand of magician. 
Behold on the canvass, how clearly we trace. 
Depicted with truth and most exquisite grace, 
The grand ducal bearing in figure and face 
Of Eoxburghe. 

And mark the details, how harmonious they blend. 

In rare manipulation, 
The steady touch of the workman's hand 

With the poet's inspiration ; 
And thus so faithfully have we combined 
The firmness of purpose, the vigour of mind, 
The expression so truthful, and candid, and kind 
Of Eoxburghe. 

Long, long may it hang in the ducal hall, 

And in pleasing contemplation, 
With honest pride may the Duke recall 

Its grateful presentation ; 
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And should ever he feel disappointment's dart 
(Which, heaven avert) may the thought impart 
A soothing halm to the generous heart 
Of Roxhurghe. 

And when all who now hear me are swept from the tide 

Of life's dark and fitful river, 
May the lesson it teaches still ahide, 

And its moral he fresh as ever — 
Bearing an influence, rich and henign, 
That then, even as now, heart to heart may incline, 
And tenamts still loyal may honour the line 
Of Roxhurghe. 




4 
ft 
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Song* 

Sung at a Ball, February, 18S7, 
Ant — ** Bonnie Dundee," 

In simmer, when iN'ature in beauty is smilin' 

Wi' the primrose an' gowan sae sweet on the lea, 
An' the birds wi' their clear tunefu' notes are beguilin' 

The saft dewy eve frae each green leafy tree ; 
In that calm pensive hour, hoo delightfu' to wander 

By the smooth flowin' stream or the mountain to speel, 
Alang wi' the lassie, the dear artless lassie, 

The bonnie young lassie ane's heart lo'es sae weeL 

But we haena aye simmer, wi' birds sweetly singin' 

In the evening's saft hour firae each green leafy tree ; 
The rose an' the gowan are no' ever springin' 

Frae the firesh blawin' hedge or the rich scented lea. 
We canna noo wander, sae cauld is the gloamin'. 

But oor hearts arena cauld, and can ne'er cease to feel 
The same love for the lassie, the dear artless lassie, 

The bonnie young lassie we then lo'ed sae weel. 

But instead o' the music o' birds gently flowin'. 

We have music as welcome and stirrin' to me, 
For roses the hue o' the cheek fondly glowin', 

For sunshine the glance o' the bricht rollin' e'e ; 
Sae a fig for the walkin', we've licht airy waltzin', 

The gay country dance and the gracefu' quadrille. 
For our partner the lassie, the dear artless lassie. 

The bonnie young lassie oor heart lo'es sae weeL 
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HEAD AT THE ANNUAL DINNER OF THE KELSO CURLING 
OLUB ON 5th FEBRUARY, 1874, ON AN INCIDENT 
CONNECTED WITH THE PLAT FOR THE CHAPLAIN'S. 
MEDAL. 

(J, Usher was holder of the medal. ) 

Some years sin' syne, as far's I min', 

I think 'twas sometime in December, 
A parson lad, wha Graham was ca'd, 

Eequested to be made a member 
0' this our far-famed Curling Club, 

An', though he was a kin' o' saplin'. 
We fand him sic a cheery chiel, 

Oot o' respec*, we made him chaplain. 

A leal an' gratefu' lad was he. 

An' sae uplifted wi' the honour 
That he requested neist that we 

Wad suffer him to be the donor 
0' some bit medal or the like, 

When blasts were snell an' days were wuntry,. 
To be contested ance a year 

In rinks atween the toun and country. 

An', by my faith, we warna laith 

To tak' his offer graciously ; 
Oor chaplain's gift was sic a lift 

As suited ns just to a tee ; 
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If frost an' snaw bring ice ava 

The chance to play for't's ne'er negleckit; 
No* only thus to please oorsel's, 

But show hoo highly he's respeckit. 

Alack-a-day ! that I should say 

A gift, gi'en wi' sic kind intention, 
Might prove a curse or something worse 

Frae wickedness o' man's invention ; 
But sae the sequel might hae been, 

Wi' human strife, defaced an' gory, 
Withouten things had come to licht 

To change the aspec' o' the story. 

l^oOf I maun tell hoo things befel 

That led to sic a sad affray : 
There stood betide three rinks aside 

To set their battle in array ; 
The "points" had ta'en till three o'clock, 

Wark maun be sharp an' purpose siccar ; 
'Ntue time to dose, the hour to close 

Is half-past four by Guthrie's ticker. 

Three skips in Dickens, Usher, Boss 

Uphaud the honour o' the country ; 
Opponents, Johnston, Guthrie, Train 

Stand for the toun in bold effrontery ; 
Usher an' Train hae met again, 

Guthrie has set to wark wi' Dickens, 
Johnston an' Ross their sabres cross. 

An' sune the strife gets het an' thickens. 
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When 'midst the bang o' battle's dang — 

^ Five in a rink an' four in twa. 
Where skip wuns wi' the Lingest scene 

Is nae test o' play aya." 
Cries doughty Boss, wi' vigorous longs, 

** Sae let it be agreed as law 
That ilka rink plays thirteen ends, 

It's £ur for ane and fair for a'." 
" Agreed, agreed T was a* the cry ; 

But Usher, on his game intent, 
Still understood the test was time. 

An' on it a' his powers were bent. 

" Time's up," cries Train, " we're five ahead. 

And Usher, pleased to put the saddle 
On what he thocht the winnin' horse. 

Politely handed Train the medaL 
Train, in a trice, struts on the ice, 

Bland smiles ^e aff his visage fell ; 
N&e doobt could be that pleased was he, 

Baith wf the medal an' himsel'; 
Quoth he to Boss, " Hoo stands yer game f 

" Twa points ahint, three ends to play." 
Quoth Boss, " I think oor game looks we^l, 

We'U do our best for't, come what may.'^ 

Five, three, an' two, can it be true ? 

Ten at three ends ! there's no denyin' ; 
In fac', 'tis plain, i/^i' micht an' main,^ 

That Bods has sent their stanes a-flyin'. 
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And, in full sail, has turned the scale 
Twa points in favour o' the country ; 

]!^oo countrymen are fu' o' smiles, 
An' tounsmen's faces dark an' wuntry. 

Sae Train, wi' face o' sad grimace, 

Gi'es up to Ross the welcome prize. 
"Hoo's this," quoth Ross, " in accents cross, 

I'd need another pair o' eyes. 
This to my face, an empty case ! 

D 'ye really mean it for a crusher 1" 
Quoth Train, also, in quid pro quo, 

" Ye've got it as it cam' firae Usher." 

Usher appealed to, stout denied 

That he had gi'en an empty case 
To brother Train. Quoth he, " 'Tis plain 

I put the medal in its place. 
An' closed the hasp wi' vigorous clasp 

The minute e'er ye had it gi'en ye, 
Sae redd it oot as best ye can. 

It is a case that lies at ween ye." 

Then 'mang the three it seemed to be 

A case o' threep, an' vow, an' wrangle ; 
Noucht for't but Captain Marryat's plan, 

A duel f ocht in a triangle ; 
Or else, far worse, for time an' purse. 

In stout assertion and denial, 
A famous judge and jury case. 

As tedious as the Tichborne trial. 
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But Usher » thinking owre't at hame, 

In qnahn o' conscience felt his pocket, 
An', horror ! fand the medal there, 

That must hae slipped frae oot the socket ; 
Noo he sings sma' to ane an' a'. 

And begs ye '11 tak' this lame apology, 
Wi* little chime o' sense or rhyme, 

An' sma' regard for etymology. 
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Selections from S)etbs propbecies* 

A VISION OF THE DERBY, 1866. 

Now balmy May, in gorgeous sheen 
Of Nature's rich and varied green, 
With fragrance breathing from the trees. 
With song of birds and hum of bees, 
As if exulting in her birth. 
Brings in her train of joy and mirth 
That day, of all days in the year, 
By English turfites held most dear. 

Oh ! come with dawn of heavenly blue. 
With flowers and grass all steeped in dew — 
Come with a soft and gentle breeze 
That stirs, and does but kiss the trees ; 
And, ere the day is at its height, 
Gome, sunshine fair, and warm, and bright. 
That, clad in Nature's best array, 
England may have her Derby Day. 

Now from the city's noise and hum. 
From quiet haunts they come, they come ; 
The iron horse, with cumbrous train. 
With legions both from hill and plain ; 
The chariot and the four-in-hand, 
With lords and ladies of the land ; 
The spicy drag and tandem, then. 
With teeming freight of fast young men ; 



58 POEMS AND SONGS. 

The butchers' carts and merchants' vans, 
With tradesmen, clerks, and artisans, — 
Till Epsom Downs are close caressed 
With motley groups from base to crest, 
All, all intent that, come what may, 
They shall enjoy their Derby Day. 

Small heed they take, nor much they care, 
For what seems ordinary fare ; 
Events that on another day 
Seemed big with fate — oh ! what are they ? 
The great event alone they prize — 
All else seem nothing in their eyes : 
The Derby of another year, 
The theme of hope, and joy, and fear 
To lords, who put their monkeys down. 
To artisans, who bet their crown. 
Is here ; and, oh ! how short a span, 
A head may make or mar a man ! 

And now, with criticising eye 
And deep research, the talent try 
The training, breeding, action, frame 
Of candidates for Derby fame. 

And now the lord holds his levee 
With arched crest, and bended knee ; 
So full of grace, and blood, and power, 
He is the lion of the hour ; 
And yet, perchance, I humbly beg. 
He stands too high upon his leg ; 
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Staying is not bis forte, I trow. 

But yet his speed may pull him through. 

And now the lout they closely scan, 
And some with praise, but more with ban ; 
No doubt, he is a splendid horse, 
And yet withal a trifle coarse ; 
His power may bring him home, but still 
His quality mayn't like the hill ; 
Yet all agree, that are on view. 
It is a match between the two. 

Stay, critical conceits, and hear 
The verdict of a Border Seer— 
" Multum in Parvo " in his span 
They'll find in little stout Eedan, 
With quality from head to heel, 
A foeman worthy of their steel. 

Blue Eibbon, too, is in some force. 
But surely he's no Derby horse ; 
I cannot think him apt in name, 
Howe'er sensational in fame. 
And fear he'll be to metamorphose 
Or mar the craft of Doctor Shorthose. 

* ' ^ . . . 

Sad is the fate of Mernfs crack 
StuderU, with Custance on his back; 
His action, generous and free, 
Might well have taken his degree. 
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What can be said of Janitor ? 
He lacks not speed, but he 's a cur ; 
If here, he'll never face the hill, 
He's aptly named for standing still; 
Yet may the Baron have a fling 
With him, or with his second string ; 
And, though his form be far from good| 
I'd rather stand on Eobin Hood. 

Now, panting for the coming fray, 
Each practised horseman wends his way ; 
And eke, with prestige, still unites 
His throng of anxious satellites. 
Till, merging in the mighty host. 
His own identity is lost, — 
As crystal fountains &om the hills 
Flow in their tributary rills 
To swell the river, full and free. 
That dances onward to the sea. 

And now, " They're off," a level start — 
Well has the starter played his part ; 
And, streaming o'er the verdant lea. 
They are a goodly sight to see — 
Compact in order close the while. 
And now drawn out in Indian file, 
Till down the hill, in sweeping stride, 
Few can the clipping pace abide ; 
Yet singled out are six, with still 
Some seeming chance to breast the hill. 
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The Ribbon-man, of azure hue, 
Is first to make his friends look blue ; 
The Monarch of the Glen stands still, 
And abdicates half up the hUl ; 
And eke the recreant Knight demurs, 
And feels, but does not earn, his vpura. 
No longer can he bear the strain — 
His cfrescent now is on the wane. 
Lord Lyon, Eustic, and Bedan 
Are all that's now left in the van ; 
With head to head, and knee to knee, 
A sheet might cover all the three. 

Another stride — a moment more — 
And Rustic's fancied chance is o'er \ 
And there are only left the twain. 
Who gamely answer spur and rein, 
As, 'midst a wild and deafening roar. 
Like surge upon a rocky shore. 
So closely locked they pass the post 
That who has won and who has lost 
No one can tell ; in short, 'tis plain 
It is the Champagne o'er again. 
♦ * * * ♦ 

A moment more of deep suspense. 
Quick throbs the pulse and reels the sense. 
Now, Wells 1 anticipate the cheer 
That greeted thee in Musjid's year. 
For, mark ! the heat we all thought dead — 
Lord Lyon's won by half a head ! 
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A VISIOIIT OF THE DEEBY, 1868. 

Comb, clear away the cobwebs 

That cloud prophetic sight, 
And stir the power of mystic lore 

To vision keen and bright ! 
That I with truth may scan the fray 
That's ushered in by teeming May, 
On the eventful Derby Day 

Of eighteen sixty-eight ! 

Alack-arday ! it almost seems 

Beyond prophetic ken ; 
Though rapt my gaze, dark mystery braves 

The sweep of brain and pen ; 
With graphic power I could depict 
Each horse's chance, but own I'm licked 

To solve the will of men. 

Alack-a-day ! that Mammon 
Rules with such direful force, 

And stains the " Riband of the Turf" 
With motives low and coarse — 

That mars the beauty of the plan, 

And makes the modern racing man 
Less noble than the horse. 

Take heart ! there's nought like plunging; 

I'll plunjie my inuse's pinion. 
And ride my Pegasus rough shod 

'Gainst all the "wotld's opinion. 
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The Queen of BaneboryVsupieme, 

And lacks ixo Trum^ter, 
So I shall put a lance in rest. 

And have a thump at her. 

But see how beautiful she strips — 

What shoulders, neck, and loins — 
As caoutchouc tough her tapered legs. 

Her feet like moulded coins ! 
And yet, withal, though win she may, 
I fear she is not bred to stay ! 

And though the idol of the hour. 
The creature of a, Day I 

'Twere vain to mark each toilet 

Had I the power and will, 
For every candidate when stript 

Shows training, tact, and skill — 
The muscles stretched, the starting veins 
Speak plainly of ad)istic pains, 

As now each jockey takes his seat. 
And gathers up his reins. 

Now, like a blaze of light, " they're o£f," 

And streaming o'er the course — 
So closely knit, a Centaur seems 

Each panting man and horse. 
And as in the kaleidoscope 
Bright visions rise, but may not stop. 

Each yard that's traversed brings a change. 
And terminates a hope. 
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How now ! the lucky Baronet ! 

£[is lack seems taking leave, 
The prospects of the Gown look Blue^ 

And still runs Green the Sleeve, 
Nor does fleet Eosicrucian 

Hold out much hope for Josey ; 
For, though he's forward in the van, 

His chance looks aught but rosy. 

How gallantly now breasts the hill — 

The Queen's stout pioneer 
Close in his track, in sweeping stride, 

The crack herself is near ! 
Quick, '* French !" pull out and give her way. 
For still she gamely seems to stay ; 

But keep your eye sharp right and left, 
In case she should say Nay ! 

For now, conspicuous with his hett^ 

And action full and free, 
The stout Orion's at her head, 

Paul Jones close on his lee, 
" French 1" to the rescue, e'er too late ! 

The Derby is in peril ! 
With well-timed rush bring to the front 

The game and trusty " Earl !" 



.^^t^^ 
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A VISION OF THE DERBY, 1869. 

RousB, merrie England, with the dawn, 
Ere dew-drops catch the opening ray. 

And, gleesome as the sportive fawn, 
Hail i hail with joy the Derby Day. 

From the vast city's dust and din, 

From breezy downs and mountains dun. 

From woody glens, where cliff and linn 
Are basking in the summer's sun. 

Pour forth your stream of teeming life. 
By coach and drag, by road and rail. 

Till Epsom's solitudes are rife 
With pleasant echoes on the gale ! 

And all the Downs are close caressed 
By Britain's sons and daughters gay. 

As jewels upon Beauty's breast. 
Or garlands in the lap of May. 

Oh 1 stint not England's pastime, dear 
To prince and peer, lords of her soil, 

But let its wild excitement cheer 
Her artizans and sons of toil. 

And now, hark forward to my tip ! 

Hushed is the crowd's tumultuous din : 
The query now on every lip 

Is "What's to start r or « What^s to winT 

E 
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For now Ute taUni dcMelr scan 
Each candidate from head to heel 

With jealous eye, as, one hy one. 
They in the paddock deftly peeL 

AU are agreed— hang all the rest, 
" Only three in it" is the cry. 

And Belladram still stands confessed 
The cynosure of every eye. 

Is there not one in all the host, 
Some fleet Caractacus, forg«>t, 

Or Hermit in seclusion lost, 
A dark outsider — is there not 1 

Well see anon ; they're at the post, 
Some in a calm and quiet vein. 

Others careering, chafed, and crossed 
Beyond control of bit or rein. 

At last " they're oflT' — oh, glorious sight, 
As horse and man with ardour vie ; 

Like meteors in their fiery flight, 
And colours dazzling to the eye. 

Say, what's in front, he'll try the stuif 
The Drum is made of, and I fear 

Will find his soft place sure enough, 
Tifi ** Bangerrous Dawson's" piotteer. 
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Pretender flies close on his track, 
Wearing the field down less and less 

"With pace terrific ! — few, alack, 
Bat hold ont signals of distress. 

"Now they have reached the dip, 'tis plain 

The leader's powers begin to fail ; 
Poll out, and let Pretender gain 

An inside berth, close 'on the rail. 

]^ow, Osborne, ride him like a man. 
Let not your nerve and coolness fail ye. 

For, quick as lightning, to the van 
Gome Belladrum and Johnny Daley. 

But for a moment — ah ! 'tis plain 
He may not wear the victor's crown ; 

If nursed a stride, he still may gain 
The pride of place from Perry Down. 

]^ow, Custance, stout of heart and hand, 
Ply Ladas hard with heel and rein. 

The speed of Lambton ought to land. 
Well mated with the blood of Slane. 

-Gamely he creeps up, inch by inch. 
And with the crack is head and head, 

5o close the head, 'twill sadly pinch 
The judge to tell 'tis won or dead. 



Tbe DOmber's up : — hk feat and bme^ 
On ma^ wizea, flash fleet and btK, 

Beani^ tbe pmad PBKizsi»a['s name 
Right jabOant o'er land and sea. 
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A VISION OF THE DERBY, 1870. 

Last nigbt, in deep thought, I sat pensively musing, 

My mind a mere chaos of visions confusing, 

My manner so absent, abstracted, and dreamy 

Oould not fail to be noted by all who might see me. 

Least of all by my wife, who can always see through me; 

She first rated me hard on my manner so gloomy. 

And then all at 6nce, in sarcastic derision, 

** Ah ! I have it," she said, " 'tis your prophetic vision." 

^* You have hit it," said I, " and from oft repetition 

My mind's in a state of complete inanition. 

Fancy runs in a groove, so that no invocation 

Can cozen my muse to a fresh inspiration." 

^* Why, I can't see the use that your muse you should 

bother 
Depicting a Derby that's as good as over ; 
But if you must do it, go at it with vigour — 
Sure you cannot do else than just plump for Macgregor." 
^' That's not quite a practical method of summing — 
Why, now, don't you see that * the Camel is coming f" 
"** Stuff and nonsense ! how can you your judgment so 

trammel 
As strain at a gnat and then swallow a Camel f 
Besides, I am told he's as big as a ton — 
You can't swallow a Camel so much underdone.*^ 
" What of Sunshine, then ? Can she not win if she's 

wanted? 
Your petted Macgregor may soon be supplanted ; 



He s m rxa one k Mstt^ s> hxns^j I beg 
Xbe boct KBIT Ik fi<i=ii ^ re z*cl z^-xiks leg ; 
Wish t«t> bHIefi^ Ik mxalj aar pdH uie wrong tnggoL, 
win in viih SsKJifae zBttsMi of lEicgngaK.* 
Xo, M, tktt s all ^sEuzoor— Mr Marr k 
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BhI, 1k&t€ m^ Ukis D&kr 2ki»& isIIt to fioat 

Beat poivaB in iht Oaiks i£> eiclfpee ibe asooK HeateE." 

^ Tben shoe's Bcbi^ewifiiK. soicIt '^ safe to idj oq 
Ike fidi biDtbs to oq£« a sbcrt brski froBn Locd Ljoai, 
In 9iidi m w«ak fiey."^ '^ Tra^. n Ear be* imieoTer, 
A hadgt miEt be A?«ahi tba:*$ lo CMnj joa oTcr, 
And to tnHC aninftaooiKi ooe seeiasssekii^ seif^u^gbtor,. 
Hell Yand all his badceis in deep eaoogh vatee.* 
'^AnjnMxer "Letmeihinkl — ys^TCAsancjdeiidav 
I're a aomevhat sszwl^ ftncr still for an ootBado^ 
If he onlr can sla j, a good puce has ths C jmbal. 
He's a miUer ; I more joa keep him fix jom tKiialili^ 
He waaj aerre in a snait to assist toq to wbeedla 
Your Camel, foxsooih, thioogh the eye cf a needk^ 
M J mind is made up — an j moie, and well qnanel ; 
Ome one^ or eome all, with a stent doable baml. 
Two strings to their bow and ten shafts in thor qmrer,, 
' H jcgiegw, de^ifce them, shall floonsh for erex.' " 
'^ ' Bolder Seer/ do yon call yooiself ! why, il k daar 
If ao^bt else be yonr tip, 'tis yoor vision is tere^ 
Jot take my adrice, sleep on*t first — ^with this ^^^**g 
I can tnist yon much better when sleepiiig than waking. 
Ill mix yon a dreaming cap — ^when yon are sleepiog^ 
Yoa can speak freely oat, and, while Tigil Fm keeping,. 
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Don't bother your brains about grammar or tenses, 
I'll make it all smooth as your amanuensis." 
With hot water as hot as — what could not be hotter, 
She mixed of Gem's best, a right stiff double shotter, 
And in Morpheus' arms, spite of statute or bye-law, 
I was bound as with withes of the crafty Delilah ; 
Soon the fair Downs of Epsom rose full on my vision. 
Clear of speck or of flaw, with most perfect precision, 
Where myriads of holiday gazers were teeming 
With their holiday garbs, in the bright sunshine streamings 
And e'en where the crowd was the densest and fairest. 
Oh, ravishing sight ! far the richest and rarest. 
The sheen of silk jackets like glamour came o'er me. 
With the horses and riders all mounted before me. 

And now they are off, so terrific the pace is 
It would need second sight to distinguish their places, 
So confused is the mass it would pose any fellow 
'Midst the medley to pick out the boy in bright yellow. 
I have got him at last, he is far in the rear yet, 
Down the hill they are streaming, he does not come near 

yet. 
Now he's lost in the ruck, and then quick reappearing — 
See, see, near the corner the leaders 4ie's nearing; 
Novf climbing the hill, for a second he's steadied — 
Now quick, one by one, the front rank he has headed ; 
Now, Cymbal and Normanby, husband your paces. 
Do your utmost to pull through your backers for places. 
For the Outlaw's grand dash has been witnessed — oh, 

never 1 
Since his namesake's exploit on the famed Scottish river. 
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Sono. 

MEMORY. 

MusiG, OrigbyJ. 

O MEMORY, thou ait a spell 

More potent far than tongne can tell, 

A gleam of joy or foneral kneU, 

E'en as thy fitful mood maj be. 
O memory ! O memoir ! 
Thy Toice can scomge like scathing coids, 
Oi soothe like sound of honeyed woids, 

Such is thy might, O memoiy. 

Thou ait the mind's kaleidoscope. 
The birth of loTe, the dawn of hope. 
The blessedness so soon to stop 

Aie vividly lecalled by thee. 
O memoiy ! memoiy ! 
The tears and thioes of mortal strife, 
The vision of a wasted life, 

Eise in thy light, O memoiy. 

And thus we feel that in man's will 
Thou art a power for good or ill, 
That whispers to the heart " Be still," 

And from all worldly taint be free. 
O memory ! memory ! 
If by thy light we learn to prize 
The blessedness beyond the skies. 

We'll bless thy torch, memory ! 
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IDetses 

ON VISITING KILBRIDE CASTLE IN 1841 WITH A PARTY 

OF PLEASURE. 

What is there in thy ruins grim and grey, 
Or in the aspect of thy mouldering walls, 

That bears the dreaming fancy far away, 
And fitful visions of the past recalls ) 

Each darksome nook and angle of thy halls 
Beneath their drapery would seem to hide 

Some tale of blood or rapine, and enthralls 
The spell-bound spirit to thy days of pride. 
When clang of armour rang in old Kilbride. 

Thy moss-grown stones, where high the ivy clings, 
And wallflower'd terraces would seem to tell 

Thou hast no fellowship with modern things, 
But, leaning o*er thy darkly-wooded deU, 

Would hold communion with the powers of heU, 
And, wrapt in sullen majesty, deride 

The modem world and all that therein dwell — 
Fain in luxurious ease through life to glide. 
Unlike the warlike days of old Kilbride. 

Nor does thy outward vision sore belie 

The character that stamps thy inward parts, 

For there, in various shapes, there meet the eye 
Can picture tales of blood and broken hearts ; 
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The dungeon, with its holts and hars, imparts 
A cold and freezing current to the tide 

Of blood upon the heart, which inly smarts 
To think there were in all creation wide 
Snch horrors known as those of old Kilbride. 

And yet I love thy venerable pile. 

With holes and bores and fnmitore unique ; 

Thou living chronicle of ancient style. 

More powerfully than language canst thou speak 

Of feudal times, when power oppressed the weak, 
When might was right, and far on every side 

Pillage rode rampant, till the earth was sick 

Of blood and crime — then witchcraft, war, and pride. 
And superstition ruled in old Kilbride. 

But turn me from those scenes whose aspect mars 
The voice of pleasure — let us worm our way 

Up winding stairs, with gunholes used in wars, 
To ancient pictured halls, which plainly say. 

Here warriors safe, returning from the fray, 

Enriched with spoils, caroused in boisterous tide 

Of mirth and wine and song, while round them lay 
The trophies of their onslaught waste and wide. 
And revelry prevailed in old Kilbride. 

Or let us peep into the humbler hall, 

While mirth and wassail everywhere prevail. 

Ensconced in chimney, back against the wall. 
Presides the butler o'er his nut-brown ale 
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That ne'er knew ganger — cracks his jokes till stale, 
And, warm with liquor at the ingle side, 

Waxes quite valiant — vows there ne'er shall fail 
The laird a man, if he be spared to ride, 
And share the dangers of the bold Kilbride. 



'O* 



But time in rapid and resistless flight, 

On noiseless wing o'er centuries hath sped. 

And death has shrouded in eternal night 

The actors in those scenes who fought and bled ; 

Still thou to ancient style and custom wed 
Wearest the weeds of feudal power and pride — 

No desecrating hand thy glories shed — 
Chairs, cabinets of oak, as wont beside 
The beds and tapestry of old Kilbride. 

Yet there are sounds of " revelry by night " 

"Within thy halls, and jocund voice of fun. 
Start not, fair reader ! — 'tis not that of sprite, 

But ardent lovers of the chase and gun,* 
Who o'er their wine, the day's gay pastime done, 

Eecount their gallant deeds with honest pride. 
Ah ! in those scenes I gladly would make one. 

And while with toast and song the evenings glide,. 

Awake the slumbering echoes of Kilbride. 

* Kilbride Castle was then occupied as hunting and shoot* 
ing quarters by the " Haigs of Lochrin." 
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^ n«v>0* hmn. ^viitflr l^bmghe's heir 
r»w. nr. iiw '^iBC? of L'JTC repair 
7> mil; ihi iiw»anrt> lithe and flair, 
Trwirr. IHwt&tfcm s piincelj garden. 

U^/w Wi«« than when as vengeful foes 
Wi* BoiMdj Kere dealt deadly blows, 
\\ttl. <J«slied the petals from the rose 
Il9 Enghind's fertile valleys. 
Long life, &c. 

Where Floors' fair terrace meets the view, 
ttuflig may their footsteps brush the dew. 
And loving hearts prove leal and true, 
Ja wedlock's duties blending. 
Long life, &c. 
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And still may rose and thistle twine 
As garland fresh in Eoxbarghe's line, 
And brightly their example shine 
As theirs who lived before them. 

Long life to Bowmont 

And his lovely English bride ; 
Long be their union 

A blessing to Tweedside. 
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Soti^ 

ODD BHTMES FOR ODD FEIXOWS. 

Sumg at a Smpper amd P t^ e m uimikM to Dr W, M, Madbettzie, 
KtUo, 6y Ube Lofol Tweedmde Lodge of Odd Fettows, 
Februtury 5, 1875, im rteogmiiiom <sf ki» termces as Lodge 
Stnrffeom, 

Mb Chairman, pray> pardon mj glass in my eye 
To decipher my Terse wi' the ink scarcely dry, 
And 111 sing ye a sang wi' the pith o' my bellows 
In praise o' the Grand Loyal Lodge o' Odd Fellows, 

Lodge o' Odd Fellows, 
In praise o' the Grand Loyal Lodge o' Odd Fellows. 

Dinna look for aught in't wi' a fine intonation, 

Its sole merit lies in its versification, 

And the crucial test that doth ever compel ns 

To transmogrify words that will rhyme wi' Odd Fellows, 

Ehyme wi' Odd Fellows, 
To transmogrify words that will rhyme wi' Odd Fellows. 

We a' must allow it's a grand institution, 
Fit to work in the warld a great revolution 
In morality, industry, wisdom, as weU as 
In brotherly love, is the Lodge o* Odd Fellows, 

Lodge o' Odd Fellows, 
In brotherly love is the Lodge o' Odd Fellows. 
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If a brother's in need they supply him wi* rations, 
If he's sick then they ply him wi' pills and potations, 
If his honour's attacked they are mortally jealous, 
So true to ilk ither these Loyal Odd Fellows, 

Loyal Odd Fellows, 
So true to ilk ither these Loyal Odd Fellows. 

Nae cases o' stint in their court o' supply, as 

Wi' fibbin' Sapphira an' false Ananias ; 

They come down wi' their dibs aye sae hearty an' zealous, 

Sic a praiseworthy Lodge are the Loyal Odd Fellows, 

Loyal Odd Fellows, 
Sic a praiseworthy Lodge are the Loyal Odd Fellows. 

And they dinna profess to be held as exemplars. 
Like the " unco guid" fellowship ycleped the Templars. 
But on joyous occasions the brotherhood mellows, 
like all other rational guid-hearted fellows, 

Guid-hearted fellows, 
Like all other rational guid-hearted fellows. 

One word ere I close on this festive occasion, 
Let's gie oor auld freen' a right hearty ovation. 
For weel he deserves it, whatever he may tell us, 
At the hands o' the Grand Tweedside Lodge o' Odd 

Fellows, 

Lodge o' Odd Fellows, 
At the hands o' the Grand Tweedside Lodge o' Odd 

Fellows. 
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In the beat o' his days he has doctored them fidrly, 
An' been at their ca' an' their beck late an' early ; 
Noo he gets a wee puffy an' weak i' the bellows, 
But he 's sound at the heart yet, this prince o' Odd 

Fellows, 

Prince o* Odd Fellows, 
But he's sound at the heart yet, this prince o' Odd 

Fellows. 
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QoriQ. 

BOKDEE BROTHEEHOOD. 

Sung at the Annual Dinner of the Border CountieB* Association, 
17th Jamuiryy 1877, in Cafi Royal, Edinburgh — the Earl 
of Dalkeith in the chair. 

Air, Original. 

Hark forward ! in order, stout sons of the Border, 

From vale of the Ettrick and Yarrow's dark glen ; 
From Jed, Tweed, and Teviot, and heath-crested Cheviot^ 

A phalanx of stalwart and resolute men 
As e'er sprang from couch at the sound of the war cry> 

To swell the wild ranks at the grand rendezvous, 
And share in the glory of feud and of foray, 

'Neath the gay floating banner of gallant Buccleuch* 

Our prestige no longer the might of the stronger, 

We come now together, with heart and with hand. 
To help one and other, as brother to brother. 

Our Union the love of our famed Border-land ; 
Our raids are the raids of sound reason and progress. 

As in heart we unite and our friendship renew ; 
No malice to fear us, and concord to cheer us, 

'Neath the leal-hearted heir of the House of Bucdeuch. 
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No more the wild rally on hill or in valley, 

For in our fair Border-land peace gently reigns ; 
Yet in strife or disaster our pulses beat faster, 

And the mosstrooper blood warms up in our veins ; 
We melt at the pathos of bonnie Kilmeny, 

And thrill at the war-notes of Roderick-Dhu, 
And deep inspiration still swells the ovation 

That leaps to the lip at the name of Buccleuch. 

Long flourish our muster, nor wane in its lustre, 

While our grand classic rivers flow on to the sea ; 
May its founder be missing in no special blessing, 

No son of the Border more loyal than he ;* 
Nor shall we be mute in the praises of Swinton,t 

Our talented president, trusty and true. 
While with hearts warm and willing a bumper we're 
filling 

To drink to the roof-tree of gallant Buccleuch. 

* T. Usher, secretary, f Swinton of Emunerghame. 
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A Ballad. 

(Old Welsh Air,) 

Young Doucie was so sweet a lass 

No mortal could lesist her, 
Each heart instinctive felt her power, 

The eye that saw her hlessed her ; 
Moving like a thing of gladness, 
Goading manly hearts to madness — 
Piquant, pretty, 
Winsome, witty. 

Laughing in her sleeve at wooing, 
And in her arch and playful mood 

Both lads and love eschewing. 

Young Donald, gallant, lithe, and brave. 

Seemed destined to enamour ; 
No maiden, be she e'er so coy. 

Could long withstand his glamour ; 
Yet though he loved her, madly, keenly, 

His love was worship— she so queenly ! 
To his cooing. 
Constant wooing. 

She gave the frankness of a sister ; 
Oh, how it cut him to the quick. 

And scathed him like a blister. 
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Now sick at heart, with hope defened, 

.Half maddened by her coldness, 
And hnng'ring for her plighted troth, 

He nerved himself to boldness ; 
Now, in words impassioned, pleading. 

To remonstrance deaf, unheeding ; 
No more cooing 
In his wooing, 

He vowed he'd have her, or resist her^ 
And with his arms around her waist 

He clasped her tight, and kissed her. 

Then Doucie — angel — goddess — queen ! 

In fancy superhuman. 
He found with rapture and surprise 

A soft confiding woman ; 
In his clasp so strong and pleasing, 
Never dreaming of releasing 
Pawky Doucie, 
Sleek as pussy. 

On his bosom, blest and blessing ; 
And so let all in Donald's plight 

Take Donald's plan— try kissing ! 
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Use MaMn' O. 

(New Version). 

Aye wakin* 0, 

Wakin' aye and wearie, 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinkin' o' my dearie. 
Aye wakin' I &c. 

Sunshine in her smile, 
Voice so full and cheerie, 

Free frae warldly guile, 
And artless is my dearie. 
Aye wakin' 0, &c. 

Ripe her ruby lips, 
Set my heart asteerie, 

Her teeth the snaw eclipse, 
Sae peerless is my dearie. 
Aye wakin' 1 &c. 

dome, then, to my arms, 
Shure there's nocht to fear ye, 

Wi' a* your wealth o* charms, 

My ain and only dearie. 

Aye wakin' ! &c. 
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Tib not the thought that by mj side. 
In maiden grace and aspect queenly. 

She clasped my hand a blnshing bnde. 
That moves most ke^y ; 

Nor, dearesty best of wedlock's claims^ 
That boon which never fails to please— 

When little prattlera lisped onr names. 
And climbed onr knees. 

But, saddened years, when crashed and low, 
Her chastened heart, Uke gold refining, 

Oft blessed the hand that dealt the blow 
Without repining. 

Her meek submission was a ray 
From the example Christ did teach, 

Her life a sermon, day by day, 
No tongue could preach. 

With placid temper, free from gall. 
She cherished all things *^ fair to see /' 

Her heart a fount of love for all. 
But most for me. 

Dear wife ! brave woman ! she her part 
Hath nobly done ; and at her feet 

1*11 all but worship, till my heart 
Shall cease to beat. 
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Xtnes 

WRITTBfN ON THE PLT-LBAF OP FARRAR's " ETERNAL 

hope/' presented to a LADT. 

" Eternal Hope 1" how, with feverish joy, 
I hagged it to my heart while yet a boy ; 
Anon, it grew and grew, from time to time. 
To full conviction in my manhood's prime. 
And made my inmost soul instinctive bleed 
In horror at the Galvinistic creed, 
As then interpreted. What mind can dwell 
Upon the torment of an endless hell 
In retributive justice, while the Giver 
Of life and light is merciful for ever ? 
It is a barrier in the heavenward road, 
A satire on the wondrous love of God. 

What is the essence of the Saviour's teaching 
In life and word, beyond all human preaching ? 
^Tis sympathy and love for one another — 
Not merely in the ties of sister-brother, 
But catholic enough to reconcile us 
To enemies who injure and revile us. 
When mortal man such duties can fulfil. 
Give charity for wrath and good for ill ; 
When parent can receive in temper mild. 
With open arms, a lost and erring child. 
From close analogy perforce we're driven 
To think there must be love for all in Heaven. 
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Again, the 8elf«uiie infiereiioe we dmw 
From the mild action of onr penal law; 
Tib not in vengeance that, for mortal strife. 
The penalty it claims is life for life. 
But bj example to deter from crime. 
And purify the annals of onr time ; 
The criminal of fenlest, blackest dye 
Has zealous men to lift his hopes on high. 
To ease the burdened conscience of its load. 
And find forgiveness through the grace of Grod — 
Even so, in mercy, is God's wrath afflictive, 
Tis blasphemous to call his wrath vindictive. 

Thanks ! noble Farrar, for thy graphic page, 
Fit guide of youth and gentle prop of age ; 
Thanks, that thy glowing words of love divine 
Confirm these crude and rambling thoughts of mine. 

Trusting this book, which I so highly prize, 
May find like estimate in other eyes, 
And pleasure in the same d^ree impart 
To one whose image dwells within my heart, 
I send it with the hope, warm and sincere. 
It may promote her happiness while here, 
And that her spirit, free from doubts and fears. 
But yet with wealth of penitential tears, 
May peacefully be drawn to realms above 
By silken cords of gratitude and love. 
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Song. 

THE CHANNEL STANE. 
[Music, Obiginal.] 

INSCRIBED Wl' BBITHEBLY LOVE TO a' KEEN CURLERS. 

Up ! curlers, up ! oor freen', John Frost, 

Has closed his grip on loch an' lea ; 
Up ! time's ower precious to be lost. 

An' rally roun' the rink an' tee, 
Wi' steady han' an* nerve an' e'e ; 

Noo cannie, noo wi' micht an' main, 
To test by " wick," an' " guard," an' "draw" 

Oor prowess wi' the channel stane. 
0, the roarin' channel stane, 
The cannie, creepin' channel stane, 
What music to the curler's ear 
Like music o' the channel stane. 

It's bliss to curler's eye an' ear 

When " Crack an egg " or " Chap an' lie " 
Is greeted wi' responsive cheer 

An' wavin' besoms raised on high ; 
Or when nocht else is left to try, 

Wi' rapid glance an' easy swing. 
The " ootring" o* a stane is chipp'd 

An' twirled within the inner ring. 
0, the roarin' channel stane, 
The toddlin', trinklin' channel stane. 
What music to the curler's ear 
Like music o' the channel stane. 
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The time is called — ^the match a tie — 

The game, contestit close an' keen. 
Seems sealed, for goards like bulwark lie, 

Nae vestige o' the winner seen ; 
Anon the skip, wi' dauntless mien. 

Puts doon his broom, "Creep til't," cries he ; 
The stane's sent hirplin' through the "port," 

An' soopit deftly to the tee. 
O, the roarin' channel stane. 
The hirplin', wimplin' channel stane, 
What music to the curler's ear 
Like music o' the channel stane. 

It boots not whence the curler haOs, 

If curler keen an' staunch he be — 
Frae Scotland, England, Ireland, Wales, 

Or Colonies ayont the sea — 
A social britherhood are we. 

An' after we are deid an' gane 
We'll live in literature an' lair 

In annals o' the channel stane. 
O, the roarin' channel stane. 
The witchin', winsome channel stane, 
What music to the curler's ear 
Like music o' the channel stane. 
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Uo Xfttle Ugncs matsotu 

ON THE FLY-LEAF OF A SCRAP-BOOK PRESENTED TO HER. 

In winter, when the rain and sleet 
Make roads unfit for little feet, 
And childhood for a little clings 
In childish mood to little things, 
To fill with gems this little book, 
And give to each a little look. 
May bring a little gleam of gladness 
To the blithe heart of little Agnes. 



TO THE SAME 

SOME TEARS AFTER, ON THE FLY-LEAF OF A BOOK* 

Dear little Agnes — ^little, did I say 1 
Little no more in either mould or mind ; 

Little by little — ^growing, day by day. 
Into a blooming bud of womankind : 

By turns a little sad, a little gay, 
Anon a little cross, a little kind, 

With temper quickly stirred into a blaze. 

Yet fall, withal, of h'ttle winning ways. 

While thus your image in my mind I bear 
'Midst din and turmoil of the world's mart^ 

Twas only meet that I, at Hallow Fair, 
To prove you hold a comer in my heart. 
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Should boj this htiie hock^ wo new mnd m% 
Far jCKsr acceptance : may its waids input 
A httie knowledge for jour Isam to UeimB , 
A little profit and a little pleasme. 

And with it take mj loTe and farant hope 
That after years may find thee thea aB now ; 

May no dark fotore make thy tears to drop^ 
Nor sorrow write its wrinkkB on tiiy hrow. 

I wonld not have yoa change, nor eren sk^ 
Tour little petolanee, for weU, I trow. 

There's lore behind — ^be this, and he no other, 

A recast of your kind and genial mother. 



TO THE SAME, 

ON PBBSENTIK6 HER WITH A BOOK, " BLACK BBAUTT." 

I 8K!n> this little litenuy gem 
For yonr perosal — shall I tell yoa why t 
Becanse I know your love for all thing? fiur 
In nature, be they landscape, tree, or flower : 
Nay, more ! your innate love of animals. 
Whatever they may be — Ahorse, dog, or cat, 
Or any other creature Grod hath made 
For the free use, but not abuse, of man. 

Of animals that throng this teeming world. 
The horse, for courage, beauty, action, power, 
And noble instincts, stands without a peer. 
Alas 1 that cruel man, by word or deed, 
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Should chafe his generous heart and move his ire, 

When by a gentle pat, or fond caress, 

Or, more than all, a kind word, kindly spoken 

With gentle modulation of the voice, 

He can be made as docile as a child ; 

That this is true, read for yourself and judge. 

And when you scan the story of "Black Beauty" 

I know your tender, sympathetic heart 

Will throb with grief and joy alternately. 

And when you ride your pony, shall I say 
Be sparing of the whip 1 I do not need, 
For kindliness is yours by intuition ; 
With firm, yet gentle, touch of heel and rein, 
He'll arch his neck and gaily bend Ids knees, 
Skimming the ground in easy sweeping stride, 
Proud of the gentle rider on his back, 
Pleased with his lot, and willing thus to please 
From sense of mutual confidence and love. 
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Verses 

To ^QWSi Smart, B.S.A., in reply to ditto from Aim, synt- 
pcUh48ing with me in having my arm broken by afaXL toAcn 
curling, and laying the blame on *' John Frost,** 

Dbab Jack, I canna see John Frost's to blame; 

The short an' lang o't is just this — I fell 
Frae want o' caution and soond common-sense^ 

An' no a sowl to blame for't but mysel'. 

For though John cam' a week or twa owei sane 
(Had it been Christmas wad been mair discreet), 

That's nae excuse for tackets in my shoon 
When younkers wore galoches on their feet. 

Atweel, if sympathy can make amends 

For dire mishap, that priceless comfort's mine ; 

I've walth o't frae a host o' loving friends, 
And I hae John's as weel as I hae thina 

I feel his pitying tear-draps in the rain 
Wi' which he gently abdicates his sway, 

An' I've a notion he'll no come again 
Until he kens that I am fit to play. 

Sae, ance for a', I say, let John alane, 
A sterlin', honest, cheery chiel is he ; 

It's nae sic ferlie as a broken bane 

Can mak' a breech atween John Frost an' me. 



TO A LADY. 97 



XTo a Xa&B 

WHO SAID THAT THB ONB LOVE OF HEB UFEL VAS BCBIXD. 

" Sweet is the memory of buried love.** 
Who would not own it that have felt th^ bliss 

Of hearts' fond sympathies to be above 
All other blessing — and, anon^ the kiss 

Of lips now coldly sealed and dead to love, 
Making, to them, the world a wilderness : 

Yet, passing strange 1 the wormwood and the gall 

More sweet than never to have loved at all 1 

Long be such memories sacred; but to nurse 
Deep in the heart the sense of cherished pain 

Is morbid resignation — ^nay, 'tis worse, 
Morose, ascetic, sinful, selfish, vain. 

Call it a blessing 1 rather say a curse 
Eclipsing God's fair sunshine after rain — 

A blight that drieth up life's purest springs, 

A parasite that killeth while it clings. 

Love as an essence permeates all space. 
The purest impulse to frail mortals given, 

Wrapt in its vast inmieasurable embrace 
The love of country, kindred, home, and heaven. 

And love of one whose form we fondly trace. 

For whom our hearts have bled, our hopes have striven^ 

The symbol of what leigns in heaven above. 

Where love is paramount^ for ^* God is love." 



W POEMS A9D SONGS. 



Then say not love is dead — it leigns sapieme 

Idid stonns, when seas aie rough and wrecks are rife, 

A talisman of hope, whate'er may seem 

(yerwhehning in this world of sin and strife. 

In pity do not dissipate my dream 
That love of kindred hearts, in wedded life, 

Is bliss beyond all other, for it brings 

The fan fruition of all joyous things. 
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Song* 

Sung iiohen prmdvng at the annual dmmr ofihe Kel$o (harUng 

CM, 1880. 

TuNB— •* Qee-upy Neddy,** 

Mb Croupibb and Gentlemen, — Humbly I craye 
To ask you a question, momentous an' grave ; 
Mr Bamford has on my estate been found poachin', 
And on my professional duties encroachin'. 

I own he's a curler, 

A verra guid curler, 
But am I poet-laureate, or shall it be he ) 

If I, then I warn you my muse will oft stammer, 
Segardless o' logic, or syntax, or grammar. 
Will coin a new word, use strong language or platitude; 
In short, must be indulged in a' manner or latitude, 

An' no Kelso curler, 

Be he e'er sic a curler. 
Shall cherish a feelin' o' malice at me. 

First, to speak o' oor club as a whole, wha can meet us 
Wi' the slightest pretension ava to defeat us ? 
That is, when we're fit ; for we're only capsized 
When by some little weakness we're demoralized. 

Oh ! we are curlers ; 

Oh ! we're sic curlers ; 
Xae club in the kingdom sic curlers as we. 



im 



That'M Ram, ocsr napeddt an' tnntj 
AMkoxt^ akipt thoe mftj W wka hae Toieei — *><*i*— '^ 
He aa mnaea his men, bj tbor pcofwcaa eztoQai'y 
That hk dc^pm' or pii^ ane ean aooce pi& a kola Ib. 

Oh! he's a emier; 

Ohl aeaeazkr; 
A ihofDi^ gmd «k^ an' a cozier is be. 



An' fhcn ihen^a oor popular patran, '^ the Duka^* 
Wha Hkea a atraight ahoty an' despiaea a floke^ 
While thioog^ vena tight pcvtB^ to the te^ he cornea 

alippin', 
A ahot he excels in sin' he take to sk^^in'. . 

Oh ! he's a curler ; 

Oh! sic a culler; 
A paragon skip an' a cozier is h& 




Then weVe one sic an adept, a' games seefii to soit 

him. 
An' whae'er his opponent hell cod him or shoot him ; 
As a skip, he can tickle his players wi' pnuses. 
An' the yena next minote can send them to UazesI 

Oh I he's a coder, 

A wonderfd' corler, 
Bot no skip in the Glob sae despotic as h& 

There's Clay, too, a lorer o' a' sorts o* sport, 
Bnt par exoeUence^ I think, corlin'e his forte; 
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Only ^e him dour ic6| an' if damp it don't matter, 
Ony bulwark o' guards I will back him to scatter. 

Ohl he's a curler; 

A powerfu' guid ourlez^ 
Biit^when winnin' nae cuiier sae noisy as he. 

Stay 1 there's ane quite as noisy, a gallant auld stager ; 
Why, oor Club wad sune stagnate if 'twema "TheMajor ;" 
Though he looks at his feet as his stane he delivers, 
He oft smashes the opposite tactics to shivers. 

Oh ! he's a curler, 

An extraordinary curler. 
But Bedlam let loose no sae noisy as he. 

When he's playin* his best, I think a' vdll allow, 
That there's nae better man on the ice than John Grow ; 
When he gets off his play his excuse is — alack ! 
That he's a' oot o' sorts wi' a pain in his back ! 

Oh ! he's a curler, 

A capital curleri 
An honest guid skip, an' a curler is he. 

Then there's Gkirdner, as carefu' a curler as plays. 
But, like some I could name, he has just got his days; 
When fit, shure as death, baith at ootwick and inner. 
And completely dumfoonder'd if missin' the winner ; 

Ane can hear he's a curler, 

An anxiotis, guid eurler, 
Frae his plaint o' despair*-" Eh 1 that's no like me." 
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There's Dick Boes, a gold cuiler o' honest inleiilaan, 
Wi' a general talent a jont comprehension ; 
His stane straight an' swift, as a shuttle frae loom. 
And Enrodydon tame to the hlast o' his broom. 

Oh ! he's a cnrler. 

An industrious curler^ 
To skip, phiy, an' soop, few sic cnrlers as h^ 



Although Cunnii^ham's play some wise-heads ke^ 

deridin', 
I uphaud that his cuilin's as straight as his ridin'; 
Ga' him Spairowlegs ! humbug ! in muscle he's strongest^ 
And in playin' a match quite like stayin' the longest. 

Oh I he's a curler^ 

A cheery, guid curler, 
Few men on the ice better curlers than he. 



Then there's Thompson — I never can fancy his notion 
For deliverin' his stanes wi' a circular motion, 
Tet his forty-eight punders come straight as can be 
To the face o' the winner or tap o' the tee. 

Oh! he's a curler, 

A byordinar curler. 
We may ransack the Club for a better than he. 

There's Broad, as third player is mainly selecket, 
Which proves that his talent is highly respecket. 
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He can strike, crack an egg, but is thocht apt to trip, 
Frae a want o' decision^ in skippin' the skip ; 

Yet witha* he's a curler, 

A thorough guid curler, 
Tak' his practice a' round, a great ctrler is he. 

There's SirGreorge,we like better the oft'ner we meet him, 
To draw, strike, or guard on keen ice wha can beat him t 
An' he tak's to it coolly as takin' his dinner, 
When he's asked to come up to the face o' the winner. 

Oh I he's a curler, 

A cool, canny curler, ' 

Kae pleasanter man in a bonspiel than he. 

There's James Johnston, at slow, tidy shots is another, 
Thocht sae guid as to rival his popular brother. 
But lacks in a strong shot a trifle o' poother 
To deliver his stane full an' free frae his shoother, 

An* yet he's a curler, 

A guid cautious curler, 
Wha can aft save an end by a draw to the tee. 

Next, mark, vice versa, the queer shbvin' play. 

In a slow shot, which Bamford condemns in Jack Kay; 

An' the diffrent result he can often arrive at. 

If ye '11 only alloo him some object to drive at. 

Oh 1 he's a curler. 

An immaculate curler, 
Tak' him at his ain price, nae sic curler as he. 
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Fof a ptottj' dfllivaEy £bw wpali his fiKown, 
Nae wonder he's filiinn^ Iniih bj ecNiiitiy so* town, 
Fof oft when uppuuents soom diwIiiiwT to win. 
He csn save a big end by a wick an' end in. 

Ohl he'saeoriei^ 
Withoot doobt he's a emler, 
A nal scientifie goid cnrier is he. 



An* then there's oor goid woith j chapkin, IfKerran, 
Wha can chip cot the winner as deid as a herrin'. 

An' exact a strict law against a' profane sweerin', 

Naething stronger than deanl alloo'd in his heaiin'; 

Ane can see he's a cnder. 

An orthodox cmler. 
As he f olloWB his stane half-way np to the tee. 



I think, ere I dose, I'd be sadly to blame 
Did I miss ooi great Guthrie, o' high cnrlin' feune, 
Wha in matches oft saved ns fne loss an' disaster, 
Then why are we laddn' the hand o' tiie master? 

Oh I he's a curler, 

A genuine curler. 
Let us hae him next year where he ever should be. 



One word for a veteran o' threescore an' ten, 

Wha can sfall baud his ain among far younger men, 
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Though he lack the strong nerve he had when he was 

greener^ 
Ye a' mnst alloo lie's the atilder the keener. 

Olil he's acnrler, 

An extra keen curler, 
I think that yell a' understand that means me. 

Time faSk — ^fhongh my muse is yet strong on the wing, 
O' Soberts, an' Taylor, an' Douglas to sing, 
O* Sobson, Clan-Johnston, ** Oor Wulliam," an* Torrie, 
And a great many more fit to blazon in story. 

A' wonderfu' curlers, 

Extra guid curlers, 
Let's drink them wi' honouiSi an' toast "three times 
three." 
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asciancboVs Ausings^ 

Onob more we met ! how I longed to greet her^ 
After long weeks of absence, sad and lone ; 

My very inmost heart leaped forth to meet her 
With rapture in its tone. 

And though her words fell as the dew that ever 
Alike on grass, and leaf, and flower doth fieJl, . 

Or as the sunshine of the gracious Giver 
Falls bountiful on all j 

Yet in the heart, where love has found its treasure, 

Hope, blessed hope, will Wither as it grew, 
Without, from eyes and lips, a fuller measure 

• • • . 

Of sunshine and of dew. 

And thus my love's deep longing for requital 
May in a sense explain the reason why 

It failed to catch the sunshine of recital 
In either voice or eye. 

And as I wended homeward, inly groaning. 

The melancholy wind sighed, " Loved in vain ;" 

And ever and again in eerie moaning 
Re-echoed the refrain. 

Like reminiscences of ancient foray. 
Like glimpses of some half-forgotten theme, 

The scattered memories of my love's sad story 
Sose like a fevered dream. 
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The pleasing sense of sympathies agreeing, 
The silent rapture of my first fond kiss, 

That bathed each pulse and fibre of my being 
In ecstasy of bliss. 

The sweet delirioiis thought of having won her, 
The sad Reaction when she answered " No," 

The resolution that I made to shun her 
In bitterness of woe. . , 

AhWainresolve — ifiy heart, though crushed and bleeding. 
Instinctive, followed her by sea and land ; 

Its stealthy, secret solace in the reading 
Her letters second hand. 

And then the sudden impulse to draw near her, 
Bestored in safety from a southern shore. 

With glow of health upon her cheek, and dearer 
Than e'er she was before. 

And ever and anon the hope to have her 

Springs up, and, like a flickering rushlight, dies. 

Ah ! would I might, by deed or bold endeavour, 
Find favour in her eyes.. 

Be this my creed, while I have life and motion. 
In spite of what may be or yet hath been, 

She, with the worship of my life's devotion. 
Shall ever be my queen. 

When kindred hearts — my life's brief history over — 
Have raised the sacred stone and carved the line, 

then, perhaps, she'll feel she ne'er had lover 
With love so true as mine. 
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Zo Bones 

as THE FLT-ULiP OF SDWABDS' * mOBKKS Hll»nHB 

FOns" (XISTH sibib). 



OuB iiiiiliia] loTc^ wii& sfiB|Mllij ai 
As e'er existed lieiw e ai diild mad mra. 

Has nerer waned in either of our hfluti^ 
And ao^ anee mar% I gteei mj winaome ''Kan.' 

Ab thus it stood, when fizst om loYe was bom. 
So now it stands 'midst fortune's smileB and 

Ton, bodding into glorious womanhood. 
And I, declining in the Tale of yean. 



And 80 I send this tokeak — It may hrin^ 
In silent horns, when yon aie aad and kne^ 

A sd^ of fond lemembianoe to your heart 
In after yean^ when I am dead and gone; 

Or, better stOl — the thought that we shall meet 
When both have laid aside life's weary load, 

Our kindred spirits, chastened and refined. 
In the celestial paradise of God. 
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. 5n Aemorfattu 

My mother I — 'tis a sweet and holy name, 
How comes it that my crade, but facile, pen 
In all these desolate and lonely years. 
Wherein I've missed the sunshine of her smile, 
Has never traced a line of fond regard 
In token of her cherished memory. 

It is not that my love for her is cold, 
Nor yet from apathy or want of will — 
Kay, rather from a sense of impotence 
'In dealing with a theme too delicate 
And sacred for my powers of utterance ; 
For scarce a day has passed in all those years, 
Amidst the buffets and the cares of life, 
That I have not recalled each lineament 
Of form and face — the quiet, sweet composure 
That marked her modest dignity of mien, 
And made each guest that shared her intercourse 
Feel happy, and at ease, when in her presence. . 

But in the bosom of her family 
She shonq the brightest — ever ruling all 
With gentle hand ; and if the rod was used 
Twas done far more in sorrow than in anger ;. 
Thus mer^ tempered justice^ and the act 
Boused no rebellious ^deling in our hearts ; 
We loved her with intensity of love. 
And so we learned through life to love each other. 
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X&s mi^cE pace wqbs &aZis jmL ■'^mwhih^ 

Of luxnuBL Il&^-tilff otiHB &fiBafii^ 

Ami rfngfrtfy woik^ in. mtsdleitiBaai. fpawA 
Thssst 'Hed. in, \n finiry or oidLj' jnos&y 
SsTe one. ft gmtiift lady w^ &vai to te 
TbB ^aj and. niooe <^ ha widambaad, 
Par aH hs teadenam wees asad. aad. 



And. ^UB die IxY«d wi^El & dfr&led 
One Iialf in ib«f«n, WI& tiienL die loTsd and loii^ 
The odier in the vorid. wi& tluxe sfeill fell 
To Lear the ezons azsi t&e en» c^ Tbiift. 
InaHiia tciaib die lired dooe to God — 
Calm, pat&enty Mnd fobmncve to Wm wil\ 
Yet erer nnolitnxafe in hex creed, 
Clodied with the giace of me^ hmniKty, 

I, in her widowhood, HTed neozeBi her. 
And saw hs once a week, and thus it chawwd 
That I alone was with her whoi atmek down 
With fell pacal jaa, which Ii^ no hope ; 
Yet there was time for all her fiunil j 
To gather roond her hed, for there she kj 
Three days and nights in deep onconseioaBDeflB . 
And tianqnil steep, soft as the sleep of childhood ; 
^was a meet close for soeh a noUe lifio^ 
And fhll of mezcy^ ibr she thos was spared 
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The pang of parting from the Mends she loved. 

Then came the end, a longer respiration, 

And all was o'er — so gentle the release 

That we could scarcely tell 'twas sleep or death : 

'Tis said in holy writ the saints of Grod 

Will differ as the stars of heaven in brightness. 

Should e'er it be my fortune to attain 

A lower place in heaven, mayhap I'll see her 

Surrounded by a galaxy of glory, 

And in an atmosphere more pure and bright 

Than I am fit to enter or to breathe ; 

What matter ! ^twill be bliss enough for nie 

If I may sometimes touch her garment's hem. 
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